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"The other day Mrs. Goldsmid was in a ehurcvh waiting for her confessor, who was not ready to come out of the sacristy. While she was waiting, two men came in carrying something between thorn, which she soon saw was a dead frate. His robe was too short, and his little white legs protruded below. They put him on a. raised coneh with a steep incline and left him, and her agony was that he would slip down and fall off, and then that the priests would think that she had done it. She became so nervous, that, as she kept her eyes fixed on the body, it seemed to her to slip, slip, slip, till at last, she made, sure the, little man was coming clown altogether, and going to the sacristy door, she rang the bell violently, and entreated to be let out of the church.
"Mrs. Goldsmid says that the. Pope, Pius IX., cannot stop spitting even when he is in the act of celebrating mass. . . . Being very jocose himself, he likes others to be familiar enough to amuse him. The other day a friend asked Monsignor de Merode why the Pope1! was so fond of him: he said it was because, when ho saw the, Pope-in a fit of melancholy, he always cut a joke and made him laugh, instead of condoling with him.
"The Pope is always thoroughly entertained a.t the stories which are circulated as to his 'evil eye1 and itw effects, as well as those about the 'evil eye"* of the excellent and strikingly handsome Monsignor Prosper!. When the fire occurred in the Boeca di Leone, and the Pope was told of it, he said, 'How very extraordinary, for Monsignor Prosper! was out of Rome, and I was not there.'
" When the Pope, who does not- apeak good French, was talking of Pusey, he said, 4 Je le compare a une cloche, qui sonne, pour appeler les iideles h r^glise, mats qui n'entre jamais.'
" I think there can scarcely be any set of men whose individuality is more marked than the present Cardinals.